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The Tr age die 

lntne maine bit tell, whole puiffance on either fide 
Shall b;e well winged with our chicfcft fprfe i 
This, and Saint George to boote, whac think eft thou not 
Nor A good dire&ion warlike foucratgne, He(h e » »i 
Thi > found 1 one my cent this morning. him . 

i.d,, -< •• *k m 

F or Dicky n thy tnafter is bought stud fold, 

Xing. A thing deuifed bjr theeaeiny, 

Goe Gentlemen eucry man v.ito his charge, 

Let not our babltng drearies affright our Ionics, 
Confidence is a word that cowards vfc, 

Deuifdeas firft rokrepc tbeftrong in awe, 

Our ftrong armes be o nr conferee! ccr,o j r fword s out la we, 
March on.ioync braudy, let Vs too it pell mill, 

If not to heauen, then hand in hand to hefts, fftj train 

What (hall I fay more then 1 haue irrferd, tobit ami, 

Remember who you are in cope withaii, 

A fort ofvababonds,Rafcol5,and run-awayes, 

A feutnof Brictaine^and bale lackey pefants, 

Whomc their ore cloyed countrey vomits forth 
Todefperateaduenturcsand afford dcftru&ion. 

You flecping fafethey bring you to vnreft s 
You hauing lands, and bleft with beaucious wiuca,. 

They would reftrainc the one, diftaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow? 

Long kept in Britcaine at our mothers coft, 

A milke-fop one thar ncuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as oucr fhooes in fhew • 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the feas againe, 

Lafh hence thefe ouerweening rags of Frauee s 
Thefe famiflubeggers weary of their Hues, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want ofmeancs puorc rats had bang’d thcmfclaes. 

If we be conquered let men conquer vs, 

And not thefe baftard Brittaincs whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten, bob’d and thurnpt, 

And on record lift them the heire of fhame. 

Shall thefeenioy our lands, lie with our wiues ? 

I^auifhour daughters, harkel heare theie drum, 
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^/■RiWiard the Third. 

nfaw Ashers, draw yon «™es to the head 

Spuryour proud horfes hard, and ndem blood. 

Amaze the welkin with yonr broken ftaues. 

What fait s Lord Stanley will hebring hts power ! 

Me(, My Lord he doth deny to come. 

£W,Off with his fonne Gorges head. 

Ntr. My Lord theenemy is paftthe marifc, 

A r ter the battell let George Stanley die. . 

Kwf.K tboufand hearts are g»eat with in mytootome, 

A Juance our ft indards, fet vpon our foes, 

Our ancient word ofevurage faire Saint George 
lufpire vs with the fpeene of fiery Dragons, 

Vpon them, riftoty fits one ©ur helpes. 

Alarum txcur lions , Enter Cattsbj. 

Cat. Refcew my Lord of Norfolk*, refeew retcew. 

The King ena&s more wonders then a naan, 

Daring an eppefite to cuery danger, 

His horfe is ftaine,and allonefbotehe fights. 

Seeking for 'Richmond in the throat of death, _ 

Rcfcew, faire Lord, or elfe the day is loft. Enter 'RJcpara 
K^g. A horfe,a horfe my Kingdom© for a horfe. 

Cat. With Jraw my Lord , ih hrlpc you to a horfe. 

King. S!aue I haue fee my life vpon a caft. 

And I will ftjnd rhe hazard of the die, 

I intake there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue I flaine to day inftead of him. 

A horfe, a horfe, my kingdome for a horfe: 

Alarum , Enter Rt chard dr Richmond, they fight fRi chard ig 
flaine then retrait being founded. Enter Richmond, Darby 
bearing the Crorrnewith other Lerdr, 

Rich. God and yourarme be praifed vidorious'ftitnds* 
The day is ours the bloudie dog is dead. 

IW. Courageous Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe heere this long vltirpsd royalties. 

From the dead temples ofthis bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes with all, 

Weare it, and make much of it. 

IUjE>. Great God of heanen fay Amen to all, 
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